>Ah, Valentine's Day.
>Love was in the air, and you could tell.
>Every kid was frantic that morning, completely focused on getting their crush their version of a perfect gift.
>Some gifts were simpler than others, with some kids getting simply a card that expressed their feelings for the others.
>In the entire calamity going on before the bell rang, one girl sat at her table, trembling in fear.
>Poor, young Cookie, sat at her table, trying to find the courage to move.
>With fearful eyes, she glanced over at an empty table by the window.
>Lincoln Loud's table.
>His wasn't the only empty table right now.
>In fact, it was still quite a ways away for the school bell to ring.
>All the kids in the classroom came here today with one goal in mind.
>That was to surprise their crushes with gifts before they arrived.
>Cookie was among the first to arrive.
>She came in, full of determination, clutching her small bundle of cookies wrapped in a neat, clear plastic baggie, all being tied together elegantly with a bow.
>She walked right up to his desk, and just froze.
>Images raced through her mind, all of Lincoln and Ronnie Anne. 
>Their breakup wasn't a pleasant one; the entire school was made aware of it.
>Despite that, they seemed to be on relatively good terms.
>Would it be a good idea to even give him the gift? 
>What if Ronnie Anne and Lincoln still had something? 
>What would Lincoln even think?
>Someone who's never even spoken a word to him giving him a gift, today of all days.
>The rest of her time here was spent, trembling at her desk.
>The neat baggie now suffered from slight wrinkles as she firmly held it with shaky hands. 
>Only five minutes for class to start.
>The commotion had died down, everyone who was here now talking among themselves.
>Cookie took a deep breath, practically sprinting to Lincoln's desk.
>She dropped the package and quickly turned going back to her desk.
>As soon as she sat down, Lincoln entered the room.
>He was speaking with Clyde, hardly paying attention to his surroundings.
>Cookie sat at her desk, her eyes surveying Lincoln's movement.
>Lincoln and Clyde soon parted ways as Lincoln looked with confusion as he approached his desk.
>He noticed the small present that sat uneven on his desk.
>As he sat down, he looked for any type of note or letter, but nothing of the sort could be found.
>Cookie looked on with anxious eyes, being careful not to stare.
>Lincoln opened up the present giving a small smile at the assortment of cookies.
>There was one of each kind here: chocolate chip, walnut, snicker doodle, etc.
>They were warm, as if they had been prepared just that morning.
>Lincoln, smile still on his face, picked one up and took a bite.
>Cookie blushed, smiling as she saw the joy on Lincoln's face from the cookie.
>Her focus immediately shifted as the bell rang.
>Startled she looked up at the board.
>The teacher was already writing down the morning quiz question.
>She breathed in, trying to calm her racing heart.
>Notebook out and pencil at the ready, she started working.
>It would be a slow day as she kept throwing quick glances over at Lincoln.

>As the school bell rang signaling the end of the school day, all the kids happily packed their things and started talking to each other.
>Cookie was the first to get out of the classroom.
>'I'm so pathetic' she thought to herself.
>What happened to the confident Cookie from this morning? 
>The entire morning was spent baking these cookies as scenarios ran through her head.
>Confidence overtook her fantasies as she saw herself handing over the baggie to Lincoln, telling him exactly how she felt.
>Lincoln would proceed to tell her how touched he is.
>He would tell her how delicious the cookies are and thank her for them.
>Their hands would meet each other, fingers intertwining.
>....At least in her head.
>She couldn't even bare to look in Lincoln's direction after he took a first bite into that cookie.
>The entire class period was spent her looking forward, not being able to concentrate at all.
>She sighed, walking out towards the small park beside the school.
>All the kids were already leaving, some holding hands with their crushes.
>Cookie blushed, jealous at the fact.
>A sigh was taken as she turned to talk away, internally cursing her own cowardice.
>"Oof!" 
>"O-oh, I'm sorry" Cookie said shyly, looking up to the person she just bumped into.
>Her face immediately went beet red at the sight.
>Lincoln stood there, giving her a small smile.
>"I-I'm sorry" he said, hand above his head. "Didn't mean to get in your way"
>Cookie blushed ferociously; she was practically steaming.
>"I-I-It's ok." She stammered, not looking in his direction.
>She tried to make a quick escape before Lincoln spoke out.
>"W-wait!"
>Cookie froze on the spot, her heart beating rapidly.
>I guess all that courage is only in her imagination.
>"Y-yes?" she asked, not daring to look at him.
>"You're Cookie, right?"
>She flinched, almost making it seem as if she was about to get hit.
>"Y-yeah" she quietly said.
>She was very soft-spoken, almost like whispering.
>"Well, I just wanted to thank you for the cookies you made for me." he continued with a smile.
>Despite the cool winter air still lingering, Cookie's face felt hot.
>"Umm... H-how did you know it was me?" she asked.
>No card was left along with the small baggie.
>"O-oh, well last month when you had that bake sale and I bought some and they tasted really good. These reminded me of those."
>Her heart skipped a beat.
>'H-he... remembered me for my cookies?' She thought to herself, a smile forming on her face.
>"O-oh... Well, th-thank you." she replied, fixing her hair behind her ear.
>She wasn't sure what to say at all.
>When she finally found the courage to look up at Lincoln, he seemed to be nervous too.
>"So I was thinking..." he said.
>"... since it's still Valentine's Day, and I don't think I could finish all these cookies by myself, do you want to come with me and we could eat them together?" he said, outstretching his hand.
>It felt like butterflies were having a war in her stomach as she saw his hand.
>Smiling, she stretched out her hand as Lincoln took it.
>The two kids started heading off to a nearby park, going hand in hand.